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There and Back Again 


Author's Notes: 
Just something new I\'m trying out. See where it takes me. 


Thom's standing in the doorway, two of his fingers curled around a cigarette. 
"Alright?" He acknowledges me, and | feel obligated to return a curt nod. 


He's draped in the long woollen cardigan his mother gave him when he first left for London and the mascara 
around his huge blue eyes is smudged. 


He says he hasn't been crying, but | wouldn't blame him if he had been. 
"Kyle and Abakahn are inside, if you want to get yourself out of the cold” 


The offer is empty, and his voice is nothing more than a croak. 


The wet air around me smells of damp and piss, and the apartment building stretching before me doesn't look 


like it would smell much better. 
"Yeah, okay," is the only conclusion | can come to. 
Thom scratches his head and signals for me to follow him up the concrete stairwell. 


"So why are you back here, anyways?" He's not good with the small talk, but something tells me he actually 


wants to know. 
So | tell him. 


"I think | made the wrong choice, ditching you like that. | like playing with you guys, see." | explain, battling with 


the horrific Yorkshire accent that's burdened me since | was old enough to speak 
Thom laughs. 

It's not a spiteful laugh, but not an amused one either. More of a catch in the throat. 
"My brother's going to give you hell, Eddie. Y'know that, right?" 


Thinking about Abakahn's wrath makes me want to drop my guitar case and run all the way back home to 


Bradford. 


"He's fuckin’ crazy, man," | shake my head violently, any excess droplets of rain dripping onto my hands. “But 
I'm not here for him. I'm here for me." 


"Glad you finally figured that out” 


Though he's facing away from me, | can feel Thom smile. 

We walk the rest of the stairs in silence. 

When we reach the apartment door, it's already slightly ajar, and the faint sound of Ky's voice can be heard. 
"Go on, then" Thom nudges me. 

And then I'm in the living room. 

Its small, and | can barely see my own hand in front of me for cigarette smoke. 


The scrapyard sofa is deserted. Ky's slouched down the side of it, his dirty blonde head knocking against the 
legs of the devil himself. 


Abakahn Farrell. 

He's in the armchair, white hair pulled back and the signature Oscar Wilde shirt hanging off his collar bone. 
He sees me, and his lips start cracking into a sneer. 

"Well, what the fuck do we have here? Back again, asshole?" 

Kyle's confused, | can tell. He rubs against Abakahn's knee, blinking lethargically. 

Probably high as sin, or just doesn't have any brain cells left. Both go hand in hand, to be honest. 
"Thinks he made the wrong decision Wants to play with us again" Thom's behind me, | can feel it. 
All fucking 6'4 of him. 

Kyle's shifting away now, fiddling with one of his dreads. 

"| don't mind." He says quickly, as if it has any way of preventing a brawl. 

Abokahn isn't paying attention to him though. He isn't paying attention to me either. 

Sharp blue eyes, focusing on the turquoise-haired skyscraper towering behind me. 


"Why'd you bring him back, Thom?" Abakahr's gripping onto the arms of the seat, legs crossed over, sitting 
like he's a motherfucking king. 


"| didn't," calls Thom's smooth voice, "Fucker turned up on the doorstep. An’ you know we need a guitarist." 
And he stalks out from behind me, long legs carrying him to the armchair where his younger brother is 
sitting. He perches on the arm and pinches the sleeve that's falling off of Abakahn's bony shoulder before 


pulling it back up with a small smirk that probably means "cover yourself up, you slut" in brother language. 


Ky moves back to his seat in between Abakahn's legs, and they almost look like the family they tried so hard 


to convince themselves they were. 


| feel like an outsider. 


That's part of the reason | left. 
"Am | back in, then?" | ask, a lot louder than expected. 


The other end of the room seems to stretch for miles. 


"You fuck up once and you're out." Abakahn murmurs, taking what's left of Thom's cigarette and breathing a 
long drag. 


I'm still entranced by the way he's sitting, with Thom at his side and Ky at his feet. Its saying he rules this 
fucking joint, and he won't let anyone forget it. 


One way or another, l'm going to have to challenge that mentality. 

| want to be ready when | do. 

"Fair enough." | flash a sick grin. 

Its the only thing you can do when you're about to enter the sad little world that The Psychedelic Mess live 
in. It's a hell of vodka bottles that empty too soon, and there's a lingering feeling that you're doing something 


wrong. 


Abokahn Farrell, he gets into your brain like that. 


